LAST-MINUTE PREPARATIONS 


Note: this story contains TF, FtF, and my general lack of knowledge of soccer or how light 
refraction works. If you don’t want to read any of those parts, then don’t read it, you nimrod! 
(Sorry I swore like that...) 

Okay...I was just about ready for this soccer game. On this cool, but sunny Saturday 
morning, I was changing into my soccer uniform in the park’s bathroom. I could already hear 
some clamoring coming from the nearby field. Ugh, everybody’s already about to get started 
while I’m still getting ready. I looked out the old, dusty, distorted window, and yep - everyone’s 
already on the field. At least I was almost done by now, I just needed to wash my hands. I looked 
at myself in the mirror, and thankfully there wasn’t a pimple out of place. I put my left hand on 
the hot water valve, but I put my right hand on the side of the table, illuminated by the window. 

That would soon prove to be the worst mistake of my life. 

You see, I wasn’t anticipating how searingly hot the table would be. Like, it was 
unspeakably hot. Apparently, how old and distorted that window was had a magnifying glass 
effect on the light that shone through, and my hand learned that the hard way. I was soon met 
with a burning sensation on my right hand, and I shot my hand out of there in a fraction of a 
second - only to see it having burst into flame! 

To say I was panicking was an understatement. I quickly turned the cold water valve on 
and doused my hand in the cool stuff. The fire was gone and I was feeling a bit better, but suffice 
to say, the damage had been done to my hand. It was burned to a savage degree. And it 
was...transforming? 

I could feel the bones in my hands compressing, shifting from their original structure. My 
fingers definitely were getting shorter before my eyes, and they were combining, too! What 
before was five fingers soon devolved into three, and the end results were much bulkier and 
unwieldy. My thumbs were also nixed, too, so intricate hand movements weren’t possible 
anymore. Looking closer at my palms, I could also notice some leathery pads grow on them, 
confirming my suspicions. Yep, I was growing paws. This theory was soon proved even further 
when white fur was planted at the tips of these new paws and began to spread further. First near 
what used to be my hands, and before I knew it, my arms. I glanced at my left hand for a second, 
and the changes already had spread to there, since much of the same was transforming over 
there. Even with the delayed transformation on my left hand, it seemed to be changing faster, 
leaving them both equally changing in no time flat. 

By this point, my hand had surprisingly stopped having that burning sensation. In fact, it 
was pretty normal-feeling. Well, besides the fact that they weren’t my hands at all. The only bad 
feeling I had now was the itching. And yikes, my arms were itching, the fur soon running up the 
circumference of my arms, replacing my previous fuzzy body hair. Admittedly, it felt a bit nice 
to the touch, but to my pores, it was like having a wool sweater glued directly to my skin. My 


new hands weren’t much help, either, my nails having retracted into my skin, so scratching was 
almost an impossibility. I’d have a better time using oven mitts to scratch my arms at this point. 
Besides that, nothing else changed about my arms, besides the bones shortening a bit. Once the 
fur reached my shoulders, though, something interesting happened: it grew in a different color! I 
was surprised at the new, unnaturally navy blue fur popping out, and the interesting shape it was 
forming, too: a V pattern near my neck, almost as if it were symbolizing a collar of a shirt...even 
though I was already wearing one. The rest of the fur on my torso seemed to be the same white 
as my arms, though. 

Speaking of my torso, the changes were spreading there, too. I knew I was already kind 
of thin, but my stomach seemed to thin out a little more as my abdomen became leaner, more 
flexible, as my brief stretching proved. My admittedly small cleavage also shrank back into my 
flesh at around this time, leaving my chest completely flat for now. By now, I was still looking at 
my awkward, mismatched body in the mirror, and my reflection seemed to be shrinking in height 
- along with me, in fact! My torso was starting to shorten, my spine compressing to become 
smaller, if only by a measly few inches. I wasn’t a very tall girl, so it didn’t make much of a 
difference, although my jersey did seem a bit baggier on my changed torso. What did make a 
difference, however, were my organs. Particularly my heart, as it felt like its pace was speeding 
up tremendously. My senses were momentarily overwhelmed, with so much more blood being 
pumped to the furthest reaches of my body, and my chest hurt for a solid few seconds, but what 
seemed like seconds later, I was used to it. I'd say it even felt good - I’d never felt so energetic in 
my life. Looking down, I saw the next part of the transformation continue, and it even seemed 
faster, too. 

My waist maintained its figure, but the same navy blue fur that populated the V-shaped 
patch on my collar spread around there, this time resembling a belt more than anything else. It 
was admittedly thin, but the fur that grew immediately below it was the thickest yet, evidenced 
by my shorts sliding off my waist, revealing the new fur to myself (I sure was lucky I was the 
only one still in this bathroom). This time, it was a flaming red-orange color, bursting through 
the pores of my thighs. Weirdly, the fur stopped at my knees, ending with a fluffier, golden 
yellow colored tuft. The same fur color also appeared on the sides of my thighs, too, in a rough 
line, making it look like...pockets. Was this functioning as a pair of pants? That felt so bizarre to 
me, but at least I wouldn’t be needing my other shorts. I decided to keep my jersey on, though, 
so that people could tell that I wasn’t completely wild or anything. 

Further down my legs, the changes continued even further. Firstly, they shortened by a 
few inches more, leaving my figure to shrink a bit more. The skin past my “pants” didn’t grow 
any fur, but the skin there darkened to the same navy blue color to the fur on my collar and waist. 
I noticed toes tingling in about the same way my fingers did when the transformation started, so I 
was quick to take off my cleats and socks. And there they were: my toes becoming bulkier, and 
the digits merge from five to three. Interestingly, the area around my toes also colored itself a 
red-orange for reasons I couldn’t think of at the moment. I could also feel a couple of tufts of fur 
grow from underneath my soles, completing my transformation...everywhere except for my head. 


I was honestly dreading having my head changed; it was the part I was anticipating to be 
the most painful. The changes continued where my torso transformation left off. The bones in 
my neck and the muscles in my throat were shrinking, although looking at myself again made me 
relieved I still had one. It sure was painful, though, probably the most pain I felt since I got 
burned. 

“Ace!” I cried out. Wait, I’d meant to say “Ow!” Oh great, now was the time to say 
goodbye to saying actual words. Just to test how words would come out at this point, I said the 
first thing that came to my mind. 

Saltine, crackers! My mind came up with. 

“Ace, Cinderace!” my mouth read that as. I guess my speech really was gone. I would’ve 
been more shocked at that fact, if I were less shocked about the fact that “saltine crackers” was 
the immediate first phrase that came to me. Maybe I was just hungry; my new, more energetic 
body probably screwed with my metabolism or something. 

Those thoughts were short-lived, however, as the changes spread to my head, finally. The 
white fur made its last mark on my body, cultivating itself on my face. Particularly, my cheeks 
were met with long tufts, which I assumed were whiskers. The shoulder-length, brunette hair I 
had sadly was pushed out of my scalp to make way. It was a shame, really - I’d just gotten it 
styled a week ago. I blinked my eyes a few times, my field of view widening a bit as they grew 
larger, as I saw the color of my irises change from the dull brown it was before to a vibrant red, 
as the fur immediately below it formed a navy blue pattern, almost as if I were wearing mascara. 
My eyebrows, however, did something interesting: While they colored themselves a golden hue, 
combining near my forehead and slanting themselves to give themselves a perpetually furrowed 
appearance, a tuft of deep red fur shot up from the point the two connected. I was actually 
amazed for a bit - it looked really nice! It reminded me of a flame in how it appeared, and 
coupled with my eyebrows, it was like a big crown. My skull cracked forward a bit, creating a 
very small muzzle, rendering my nose a small couple of slits at the end. My mouth also shrank 
too, the general dimensions becoming much more petite than before (save for the slight buck 
teeth I had, but that was par for the course when someone transforms into a rabbit-adjacent 
creature). The final thing that needed changing at this point were my ears, and almost on 
command, they were lengthening like nobody’s business, until they reached proper proportion. 

And that was it! Once my body stopped tingling with transformation, I took the next few 
moments to truly admire my new form. I had to admit, it felt amazing! My body felt so limber 
with all the changes, and I felt the need to run in place a bit, I was so energized (though I had a 
bit of a hurdle to jump with the whole language barrier thing). Through the window that had 
started this whole shenanigan, my new ears couldn’t help picking up a few choice words from 
the field. 

“Hey, we’re missing a player! Who isn’t here right now?” 

“Oh, I think Sarah’s still preparing in the bathroom. Wonder what’s taking her so long, 
though.” 


“You know how women are, with all their bathroom stuff. I'd give her two hours to get 
here, haha.” 

“Ugh...anyone wanna check up on her?” 

Shoot, I was late! I took that conversation as a motivator for me to get to the field pronto. 
Before I knew it, the door was already swinging open with how fast I was. 

“I dunno, guys. Maybe it’s best we just play without her. We were supposed to start 
playing ten minutes ago!” 

“Yeah, perhaps...Wait, what’s that running towards us?” 

I heard the last snippet of that conversation while rushing to the field. I was even setting 
the grass behind me slightly ablaze, although I’d debate whether or not it was because I was 
running so fast or the fact that I was a being of fire now (honestly, it could’ ve been both). 

“Guys, wait!” I tried to say, although my mouth corrupted it into “Cin, ace!” I didn’t care, 
I just wanted to get their attention. And I did, since the entire team’s eyes were glued to how 
quick I was bolting. When I neared the field, I braked, causing an even bigger flame to burst 
behind me. 

“Oh, it’s a Cinderace!” a teammate of mine observed. “But what’s it doing wearing a 
jersey? I'd doubt it’s a part of our team.” 

“Guys, I think this is Sarah!” another teammate read the back of my jersey. “How did she 
get this way, though?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. Honestly, I couldn’t even figure out how light refracting from a 
window equaled transforming me like that. But I cared about that about as much as I cared about 
how I could only say corruptions of my species name. Which is to say, I didn’t. 

“Are you still in a condition to play, though? I mean, I’m not sure if I would play if I 
learned I just transformed,” a teammate tried to question me. I just nodded; if anything, I felt like 
I was in a better position to play than I was before. 

“Okay, then...I guess.” 

We were forty-three minutes into the game, and suffice to say, I was dominating. I was 
juggling the ball between my legs in quick succession, and what would’ve taken thirty seconds 
for a regular player to run across the field, took me less than then. There was a small crowd 
trailing behind me at this point, trying to claim the ball from me. They were in the far back, 
though, munching away at the dust clouds I was leaving in their wake. Once I was at a close 
proximity to the goal, I stuck my leg back and kicked the ball at full force. The goalie lunged to 
the left, but he didn’t anticipate the curve I kicked it in, causing the ball to swerve to the right, 
firmly landing it in the goal. Five seconds later, the whistle sounded. The game was over, seven 
to nothing. Not too bad, if I say so myself. 

“Geez, Sarah, that was the third ball you set ablaze this game!” I heard the goalie say. But 
that fell on deaf ears as my team rushed over to me, lifting me into the air to celebrate our 
biggest victory in what seemed like years. 


“Wow, Sarah, you crushed it! Really proud of you!” 

“Yeah, I was surprised at how good you were!” 

“Guess we found our new MVP, guys!” 

All the praise washed over me like a cool ocean current as I was dancing around in the 
middle of the field. I didn’t care if I was showboating at this point, I was in such euphoria of my 
new skill. I’d say this form would have its benefits. 

“Hey, let’s celebrate with some lunch, my treat! Anyone up for curry over rice?” 


